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weak stomach.3 The omelette and the
lemon-squash were in the circumstances
appropriate to my condition.
"And now/ he said, after giving me further
information as to my tastes and habits, 'what
shall we  do  in  this  Paris?'   He frowned
thoughtfully.   'You have no taste for wild
life or for crowded theatres.   Where shall I
conduct you?   Ah,  I  have it.   Gome!3   I
came.   We walked a long distance down
streets that grew increasingly like the Batter-
sea Park Road.   We talked chiefly of my
uncle's digestion and the need for exercise,
'Walking/ he said, 'that it is which has made
me what I am/   I had never liked walking.
We continued till in the gloomiest street of
all we came upon a public building.   My
uncle's  eyes  lit  up.    cWe   are  here/  he
enunciated.   'Only enter.'   I   entered  and
gasped.   I do not know what I had expected,
certainly not to hear my uncle say, 'This is
the newest Post Office in the banlieue.   You
will be interested in this!3
I took him back to the Vouillemont in a
taxi. 'You grow tired easily/ he was able
to assure me. cBut the English Government
is iichy is it not so? A taxi fare is for them
little.* We entered the hotel, the fare having
been met not by the Treasury but by the
most impoverished of its servants. We en-
tered the sitting-room, where Sir Alfred
was smoking a cigar in solitary splendour.